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raised the rail. He flung the crumpled-up body out
to sea. The Marquis recharged the gun, replaced it
in his pocket and strolled forward towards the bows.
The moon was shining more clearly now through a
little bank of mist and a feeble trail of light
stretched away towards Antibes. He watched for
a few moments, then stepped back to the wheel-
house and from there passed into the saloon. He
pulled down one of the tubes and gave a brief order
to the navigating captain. Then he summoned a
steward.
"Half a glass of the '68 brandy," he ordered.
The steward hurried away. The captain presented
himself. The Marquis considered him thoughtfully.
"It will be next week, Thursday or Friday, Olaf,"
he announced. "From sunset onwards you are to be
ready to start in thirty seconds. The festivities
which may be going on mean nothing to you/'
"There will be no mistake about that. There has
never been a mistake yet in one of monsieur's
orders," the man replied.
The Marquis looked at him narrowly. There was
no flinching in that hard, grim face with the
weather-beaten skin and small, cruel eyes. No nerves
there. No sense of fear. The Marquis was satisfied.
He sipped his brandy and dismissed him.
"I leave you at the steps," he announced. "The
watch continues/*